ITALIANS   IN   EXILE

Italian. It was a warm, ruddy bit of Italy within the cold
darkness of Switzerland.

When you come to Italy,' they said to me, 'salute it
from us, salute the sun, and the earth, 1' Italia,'

So we drank in salute of Italy. They sent their greeting
by me.

'You know in Italy there is the sun, the sun,*
said Alfredo to me, profoundly moved, wet-mouthed,
tipsy.

I was reminded of Enrico Persevalli and his terrifying
cry at the end of 'Ghosts':

'H sole, il sole!*

So we talked for a while of Italy. They had a pained
tenderness for it, sad, reserved.

'Don't you want to go back?' I said, pressing them to
tell me definitely. Won't you go back some time?'

*Yes/ they said, Sve will go back.'

But they spoke reservedly, without freedom. We
talked about Italy, about songs, and Carnival; about the
food, polenta, and salt They laughed at my pretending to
cut the slabs of polenta with a string: that rejoiced them
all: it took them back to the Italian mezzo-giorno, the
bells jangling in the campanile, the eating after the heavy
work on the land.

But they laughed with the slight pain and contempt
and fondness which every man feels towards his pas^
when he has struggled away from that past, from the con-
ditions which made it.

They loved Italy passionately^ but they would not go
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